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Into my room 


Author's Notes: 

Not owner of the characters.. but we all wish that, don't we? 
Just the story, it came in of my mind and can't get it out. 
Enjoy! 


"Wanna whole lotta love?" Robert sang aloud, making the last word larger and louder. 

Then, he started to moan at Jimmy's guitar. He was having intercourse with the guitar, Page always thought. 
For The first time in all of the years that had passed by, he stopped listening to the distorsioned sound, and 
paid attention to the lusting moans that Plant was making. He felt something funny on his chest, and a warm 
feeling in her pants. Quickly, he covered that shaming moment with his Gibson. 


What was happening to him? Jimmy Page asked himself every time he remembered that uncomfortable 
moment. Laid On The bed of that big hotel in Seattle, he could not close his eyes without imagining Robert 
jumping On his..oh my.. he felt his private part getting hard. Again His face turned red. 


Next to his room, the loudest party was just getting started. Jimmy could hear the small crowd yelling and 


singing "happy birthday" to Bonzo. He wanted to be there; in fact, he wanted to be with his lover, or writing 


new chords for a new song. But his fingers were not "in the mood" to do anything. 


"Mah Baby Bonzo is gettin’ old! Bloody hell, how the time passes!!"Robert screamed, some guests laughed. 
"You'll get as older as me , mah frien’, we'll grow old together and die together, and we'll be buried together" 


As disturbing as that can sound, Plant laughed. And Jimmy smiled with true happiness on his grin 


Automatically, he got angry with himself. He did not know why or how, but the only thing his mind could think 
was in Percy's sexy moans. He kept hearing "Mah, mah, mah: push; push". And figured a sex scene, with 
Robert's thing being pushed into Jimmy's thigh.. 

"My god! " he yelled without realizing. "What's happening to me?! All | can think is Percy, Percy, Percy." 


"Have you just called me?" Percy interrupted. The room was mysteriously dark 


Jimmy could not say a word. He was shocked. His shinny eyes kept looking at his golden god - blonde, curly hair 
that dropped onto his shoulders. He was obviously drunk, but his voice had a certain worried tone. 

Robert walked into the room and closed the door behind him. They could see each other in the darkness of 
that hotel room. 


Jimmy felt him getting closer. 

"Why ain't you coming to the BonzoPartyHard - thats the name he gave to his party. Maybe you can't hear 
the fun we're having, so come with us" 

"I - | can listen. "He shuttered. The words would not go easy on his mouth. "Don't need to come here...” 
"Don't you be such a party -killer" Percy sat next to Jimmy, who was sweating too much. 

"Get out, Percy. I'm not in the mood" 

" Lets make you giggle" he groaned excited. 

The guitarist never expected more than a joke or some drunken crap. But the blonde man attacked jimmy’s 
stomach with tickles, letting him no time to even think about what could possibly came to Percy's mind in that 
moment. Jimmy laughed out loud as never in his life before. He twisted as a worm, having a warm and nice 
feeling of happiness inside. Happiness? Or.. love.. 

He was almost dying, his tiny body will not resist much longer. But the fact that those strong arms were 
making him feel such happiness made him think dirty things. 


"Woah!" Percy was stunned. "Something here is harder than Bonzo's party’ 


He rubbed his hard male member. Hardly, fast, and making some moans for him. 


Jimmy could not believe his eyes. His face was completely on fire, the shame was eating him alive. 

He stood frozen His face was hot and his hands were you sweating. Robert noticed Jimmy was getting really 
ashamed and uncomfortable and walked away, but glancing at him before leaving. 

"Gotcha' wet, secret weakness" he snorted, giggled a little and left, closing the door behind his moving hips. 


His body made no moves, but his mind was screaming in anger. 


How could | get frozen up when he touched me?! What's happening to me? Im James Patrick Page, The wizard, the 


occultism guy, the sodomitic man! | sodomize chicks, but | could make nothing when he came near me! lm a dark 


person, |m fearless, and make people fear me. 


The instant he heard Percy saying lowly to Bonzo what just happened with the guitarist, he wanted nothing but 
to be swallowed by the dirt. 
He would make Plant swallow his words and his little laughs. The dominator was him. The dominated were his 


victims. And Robert Anthony Plant was on top of the list. 


Lemon Tree 


Author's Notes: 
Not owner of the band, songs or cities that are mentioned here. 


| just own the story plot (yes, this crazy thing is mine uu) 


The next day, the whole place was practically burned down. No more television on the top floor. That floor 
smelled like ten tons of alcohol put up together. And there was a smell. Some people did not imagine what it 
could be. Some others said it was the smell of sex, drugs and rock'n'roll. But the few people that were used to 
spend every jamming night with the group knew what that smell was: The smell of Led Zeppelin 


John Bonham found himself sleeping on something really uncomfortable, but nice and warm at the same time. 
That had happened, twice. It sure was a chick. He put his hand onto that person's pants and took a deep 
breathe. 

"Mhmm.. that's the spot" someone groaned. 

A man's voice. 


Bonzo turned on his side and found Jonesy under him. Well, it was Jonesy's room, so he was above him. 


The screams that went out of that room woke Robert up. His head was slamming his mood. Something did not 
exactly feel ok 

When he moved his arm, he heard chains sounding nearby. His wrist was being held by some strange chains 
that surrounded a lemon tree. He wanted to throw up the drinks he had drunk last night, but felt like he just 
did that. 

The smell of fresh air filled his nose and made him stay quiet. There were some birds singing at the edge of a 
tree near him. The rising sun was beating hard in his eyes as he looked up to see where he was. He could 
hardly remember what happened and when he fell asleep. Sex, drugs and some birthday cake were not the best 


mix. 
Feeling dizzy?" A voice from somewhere said to him. 


Although his head could hardly move, he tried to find the man whose voice was speaking. 

"You better stop trying to move your head, unless you wanna throw up again." 

"Again?" he felt his mouth a little bitter. "Where am |?" 

"Doesn't matter." 

He had problems to recognize the owner of the voice. Where did that voice come from? And why did that 
voice sound so familiar? 

When he finally focused his view, he recognized the hotel patio. A soft smell of lemons invaded his senses. A 
cold drop of lemon juice ran down his hair and reached his lips. A pair of long, tiny legs stepped against his 
view. He looked up and saw the owner of the voice's pale face. 


‘Jimmy, what kind of game are we playing?" He seemed to be pretty lost. 


"You'll find out" 

Robert tried to stand up, but his legs could not resist his weight and fell down on his knees, arms behind his 
body, which was sweaty and dirty. 

"This is because | hadn't invited you to Bonzo's party hard? | wanted to, but.."and he whispered "some people 
were afraid of you. Y'know, All that magic bullshit n'stuff 

"Shut" He shouted. His voice echoed in the empty building. "That's how | wanted you to be: in chains and on 
your knees." Jimmy's strange sex appeal was rising onto his body, more precisely in his pants. 

On the other side, Plant was completely lost. He did not know if that situation was real, a dream, or a strange 


hallucination. 


Jimmy took a glass of water, held Percy's face and made him drink that cold water that woke him up. He 
giggled a little, tasting his own lips, feeling refreshed He gazed Jimmy with his blue, hypnotic eyes. And smiled. 
Butterflies inside Jimmy's stomach started to fly. 

"Enough!" He shouted, showed a whip he was hiding behind his back and whipped him. Plant's hurtful moans 
were exquisite. 

That was the way he always moaned on stage, looking ferocious to Jimmy's green eyes and locking his gaze 
with the guitarists, as trying to tell him that those moans were just for him. Keeping that picture in mind, he 


knelt until reaching Robert's face, nose to nose. 


"What do you want from me?" Jimmy asked, his warm breath being felt by the golden gold. 

| don't want anything from you more than your beer" 

"Why do you stare at me while moaning on stage?" 

"Why do you ask? Does that furn you on?" he added, teasingly. 

The wizard was speechless. He was not expecting THAT! His pale face turned completely red. Again, he was 
frozen. 

"My moans do turn you up!" he screamed. "You like when I.." and he moved his hips seductively. "Oh Jimmy!" he 
groaned as he used to while singing Nobody's fault but mine 

‘Oh Jimmy!" He kept touching Jimmy's nose with his, their lips almost grazing. "Do it! Suck it!" 

As hard as it seemed, Page could hold himself from touching those red lips and whipping him at the same time. 
He bit his lower lip and stepped away. Why did that man made him feel that way?! He was sexy without any 
doubt. And that look he was just giving to Jimmy... 

"C'mon. Kiss meh" Robert suggested, naturally. Jimmy was stunned. "I've seen you looking my lips. They're 
tasty!" 

"l'm not too high for that!" 

"Just try" He stood on his knees, making Jimmy bend over to reach his pretty face. "I'm gonna give you every 
inch of my love" he whispered. 

Jimmy squeezed the lemon he was holding with his left hand, nervously, and with his eyes widely open 

At the only room that was being occupied, a dazed John Paul Jones fell out of bed. 


Some lemon juice dropped onto Robert's chest. He screamed in true pain, as the wounds made by the whip 
were burning heat. The guitarist crawled over the singer and licked it. The mix of sweat, lemon and his own, 


Robert taste was the best thing he had tasted. He went up his neck and his jaws. His lips were getting closer. 


"Jimjam" the golden god whispered on Jimmy's ear "leave the whip on the floor". And, surprisingly for the 
singer, he did. "Now get on your knees". And the black- haired man obeyed, not leaving Robert's face in any 
moment. "Good boy. Now, release my hands, please." 

When Robert could finally stand up, he was even taller than Jimmy remembered. Down on his knees, he could 
see the golden god brightly shining, despite his dirty body and bad smell. He messed up Jimmy's hair and 
thanked him with a smile. 


On the third floor's window, a crazy Jonesy was going down from the backyard wall, saving his body from 
falling to the floor by holding himself to some bricks. He could hear a crazy Bonzo screaming " /m gonna end 
what | just started" That was not fair! That boner he got was because of a wet dream he was having, not for 
the drummer's hands! 

He saw his other band mates and fell onto Robert's arms when he called his name. 

"What were you doing, guys?" 

"We were just leavin". Robert responded, giving Jimmy a despicable look. 

His heart stopped. 

What?! 

A trick; a well-played trick. How easy he had fallen. Good Job, he said - Jimmy thought- Like a puppy. A fuckin’ 
puppy. He closed his fists. 

Was he getting into the game? 


